THE next morning Bazarov woke up earlier
than any one and went out of the house. c Oh,
my!' he thought, looking about him, 'the
little place isn't much to boast of!1 When
Nikolai Petrovitch had divided the land with
his peasants, he had had to build his new
manor-house on four acres of perfectly flat and
barren land He had built a house, offices, and
farm buildings, laid out a garden, dug a pond,
and sunk two wells; but the young trees had
not done well, very little water had collected in
the pond, and that in the wells tasted brackish.
Only one arbour of lilac and acacia had grown
fairly well; they sometimes had tea and dinner
in it* In a few minutes Bazarov had traversed
all the little paths of the garden; he went into
the cattle-yard and the stable, routed out two
farm-boys, with whom he made friends at
once, and set off with them to a small swamp
about a mile from the house to look fpf
frogs,
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